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ZANGWILL, “THE PECK-
SNIFF OF JUDAISM.”

By Alan Dale.

HERE {3 ane member of “Ihe Zangwill play's™ cast at the Herald Square Theatra
who appeared In an equally volgar, lrreverent and pitiful Jewish parcdy at the
b Stnr Theatre nearly ten yenrs ago. I refer to Miss Rosabel Morrigon, who played

{ #n that other antl-S8emitic, nbomlnatlon, ‘“Fhe Shatchen" (marrldge broker). Thils
sprecions fallure wns the work of Henry Doblin and Cherles Diekson, and it “Intro-
duced” Mr., Dlekson as ‘o commercial tourist,” M. B. Curtls a8 '‘the shatelen,' Lewls
Morrison as n “wealthy elothier,” and Miss Hesabel as a banker's daughter. Like “the
Eungwlll plar.” ““The Shntchen® held wp to ridienle the Mosaie traditlons and hurled

L an-English Jurgon at the edrs of its audlence. Its prinelpal hutnor dealt with the fur-
tive ham sandwleh, and lts comedy lovered around the Denteronomic lnws of diet—
laws s0 I\hpuiut(-l}' fouuded on: sclenca that non-Jewisl medienl men ean be found 'to
uphold them to-duy. “The Shatchen' proved to be a wretched fallure, although, like
“the Zangwill play," It enlisied the services of able people such a8 Lewis Morrison' (of
whom New York sees too lttle) and of poor Sophile Eyre. Bub Messrs. Doblln and Dick-
won made mo-such vapld pretensions of Zionlstic fervor as the egrveglous Mr, Zangwill
professes.  They didn’t calelum-Hght themselves as-& sort of Mesaiah, with the nose
turned Beavenward and the hand dabbling in the box office. They offered up thelr race
folbles for money In a candld manner. They declined to pose, Hke Znngwill, as the
Pecksnlfl of Judalsm. Thers wos no “affalte Dreyfos’ upon which they could trapeze
{ghemselves into prominence like unto that which the Jewlsh Pecksnlff has been able to
sllghtly use,

Jewish playgoers form & large percentage of the theatre-guers of this metropolis
When Pecksniff Zangwlll nznouneed that his “'play™ was the ooly thing in the oify not
packed by Jewish caplta]l he was uneonsclously playing into the very hands that he at-

,hampted to paralyee.

1 If Pocksniff wans “turned down' by the Frohman-Hsyman contingent, let me tall
| im thut the Frolman-Hiyman contingeat bave dong nothing that will make them
stronger with thelr adherenfa It would be the lust straw that broke the eantel's back
“¥f we henpd-thot Hebrew eapital had Deen ugeldl to exploit the belittlemint of Hebrew

C

rafdEbGs,  Peclksnilf, by his Litterness, had evidently hawked his Haxter street wares
theiﬁt’m‘ng market. Jewlsh Capiral would certainly deeline to lend ltself to *‘the
! will play." s

it was Jewlsh ecapital that backed the really artistle and reverent Jewish play
he Ghetto” at the Brondway Theatre, But this denma, Inconcelvibly mare lofty &
ite alms than the Yiddish [aree comedy fathered by Poecksniff, was roo sérlous to suc-
cbed. Will the Hebrews who found eyven an ennobilig Jewlsh theme unatiractive lenil
ghcuiselves 1o one that jeers gt nod grins at the superstitions of thelr ancestors?
What would the Romnn Cathaolles goy 12 one ot thelr “lights” arose nud, after a lot
Lot hypoeritical palaver anent his mleslon avd his supreme beliefs, wrote an éxtravi.
#a on the sabject of (he Roman Catholic confesstonal, with lttle farciesl ailusions
Eo cellhaoy, “‘supers™ In the slape of monks, nuns, Iny brothers and luy sisters, snil
wcenes lald in o Bepedictine conveni? What would the Roman Catholics say it they
wire asked to go to the theatre and see a mized andlence of amustnient seekers and
dmughtar mongery treated to some little realistic dlssertations on the eeremony of kiss-
fng the Popn's slipper? How wvastly entepialnlng ro get the holy water font dramatized,
il 2 crowd of Bowery "extras” al §08 per spriukilng themeelves for the delectatlon of

haﬁui]ery: How editying, how enngbling, yet how true and how originall
W lnn;i think youn  that such n croel travesty would run at a Droadway play-
Mouse? My 0 here

: ed “bs thay it wounld not nnfny & careécr of one gousecntive night.
waonld be such o rumipus o g pliyhouse that dared to olfer to s rude secnlar assemblage
e externa: opservances of the wigpal-that the luckless players would probalily be
goted from the stage. Mre I-'Ilsmﬁn'y Ward bas pever dramatized her superb novel
| “Helbeck of Banuisdale" whicii edls with Rowman Catholicism, and which fs wndoult-
€dly the finest and most tflyyphant thing that this qudér{’ul WOman  ever wrore.
rs, Ward ls far toy senslblo’ to urtempt to offer 0p tHIE sort of thitig ln A playhouse.
it was nut Mis. Humpley Ward who dramatized *‘Robert Rlamere.” Tt was
Willlani Glllette, Who has guepesded better sinee he loft rellglon alone. “Robert His
xers' as g play was an fgnewinious fallure: when It was done at the Tnlon Squar
Theatte. Mrs. Ward's gdmirabie pleture of the minlster who regnrded Chelst ns human,
lovohle and milracle-less, and ler character drawing ol the effect of this upon a.
nustere aml bigoted jeife, was dlshed wp luanely ss a “dramatle offering.’”’ You saw
a fat, podegr young mln'iﬁte:- In evenlng dress otteving tlrades. And when he |et
Murewell Hectory, the andiencs thonght It o ease of good riddance of bad rubbish.
Was “Tre Gadly"” 4 sucgess¥ No, The novel wag handled very thuldly, A vast fear
of offending Romgn Cuatholles by a too siavish' adhertnee to” Mys. Vognloh's story
enused the gist of the pavel 1o be eliminated. The tesult was a fabby, pallid podding
thut Intercated Dobody, which was perhaps better than o play that would have njured
& good mAuy. !

A man's religton helongs to himself. He lnherlts it god he does with 1t &s He thinks
fit. Modern J¥we midy be lax, Wt I you 4tic them up on the #ubject of thelr Jaxnesy,
you stie Up & very deep npd Impeoscirable pond. * once knew 6 man,'’ soye somebody
fn “The Teranny of Tears,™ “who interfered between husbund and wife, The lushany
and wife got a bluck 'eye aplece. The man who inferferod got vwo.” And so It 8 with
Heprews, They may discugs among themselves the Mossie laws and Douteronomle ob-
Eterances fnowhleh chele progenitols Hidiged, but the man who at{templs to séttle these
Hizenssions will not be thanked: for his pains.

The farcewomedy typer In the Hest act of “the Zangwlll play''—the best act In the
plece—ars the véry types which selfirespecting Hebrewws desplse. The louil commetelyl
ravelier—whp hns made his profession, ahnoxinus—the terrible old women, lopd-mouthed,

axlfnr and oppreéssive; the hypoeritieal old poet with the Palmuad always on his lps,
and the odlons spooters of a dinlect that offends the ears and Jars upon the nerves,
would be the very people who wounld render the population pf Jerusnlemn by o refined
sect lmposgible.  They dre on the sbage slm;ily tol ereate lgpopghter., There I3 no en-
pobling septiment about them. “The ol bareidan who declings to let Esther pocket the
Eeventesn nnd sixpence given her By the eard players, and who hande a gulnea from

her own pocket, is one of those maudiin bits of ninPtra;ns;'n tl;ut might possibly milke =7 %
you thay he presents these peoplé s

4n gppead to 4 sallery. Pedkanil will probably tel
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«THE DAIRY FARM” |
| ~ ON THE STAGE.

By Miss Jessie Wood.

H T more‘or less freguent intereals versatile gpenlus®8 stirt up from the West—of

sometimes from the Bast—oy from some obsenrity Which has no geographical

slgnificanes nnd piass away 4 short periog of {lme pit one of the downtown PI”:'
houses, Thest genluses generally, write, act and prilse (neir oivn plays. They genes
ally  have husbands, wives, brothers' and chlldren emplord In the produntion, [.d6
not know if they paint thelr own seenery, but I am preliy ‘?"-‘ml‘“ that ﬂ]ﬂ-m‘!
thelr owt gotwbs: and' It must Le & matter of grea regret to them """‘t they can't hop
down and take a fddle {n the orchestrn between slhging a senlimental ballad #nd betog
turned out of the old home into the cold nlght. .

1 am reminded of the young man who appearsd at the Stap Theatirs not long !i;\'m?
who wrote himself ‘s lovely, noble part, acted 1t for one brlef weok and then disap-
peaved like the snow In a quick thaw. .

Like the pins, where do sll these energetle meteors vanish to &

Another ‘one has this week appeared upon fhe dramatie Armamnient, and her name 18
Miss Bleanor Merron. This Indy has written a hueolle drims upon fhe ol Hoes IS
contnins the implacable tortgage, the squire wiih the hesrt of pddment] the old home
6ut of which the voung man who marrles for love is turved, and the eold night inte
which ke |s turned. There are the old slaves, and the vlllagers who-Jive In th village
strest, nnd the vilinins who are lonthed by sald viliagers und who tbrive on it the
bashful fover nnd rhe hearty sopbrerte. Miss Merron seys that the whole thing is trut
to 1ife, and also adds modektly that g 1s *“‘pure, sweot and wholessme.”

It seems rather a waste of time for me to luger In critiolsn over *his sweet lttls
spot in onr fevered life, sinee Miss Merron has labelled it sp nently for us. But T
rivilly eannot have this Judefatigable lady taking the DLread ont of my mouth in - this
sWweeping manner. 1 don't shject so much to her takine the soubretie role, though I
Uit fe ey sthine sweet girl on the Rinlto Is going without rilinestone garter b nekles thropgh
Miss -Merron's versatility. Buot 1 cannot mllow the precedent to be estatiished of au-
thor-aetor's elf eriticlsm without a protest. Wiy, we would be having Manefield weit
ing neat, sareastic Httlie squibs of self-opproval and Anaa Held inseriblog a few cholos
words of complacent commendation in her best Frenel on ber own progranVnes,

I wonld not have Miss Merron think that I am nn anfriendly critie; abe Is an op-
timist, and says In her own Httle “hoom" that *“she hopes every man w.'ll go sway
teellng benefited by the laugh of pute good nature.’” She lx unsoplisticated, ‘or eldg €he
would know.that critles never laugh; bless you, Eleanor, they have (helr repuiitions to
Keep up. The only ocenslong on whieh eritles ldugh 15 when the authfr of & pley that
I8 unmistakably a “frost’’ makes 4 speech in whicl he thunks the frozen publle for ft8
kind appreciation of his lttle efforts. Then the eritics laugh flendishly, but not at
chiwa of tobacco and hoop skirts and the doll’ bubles whoss ndvent has muade mumma
“vory delicate.” We have these very often. They may be pure and sweet and whole-
some; you enpnot doubt that 4 play Is wholesome when a seveniy-ning-cent, stiff-
julnted ‘doll Is brought In to soften nn old man's heart. But these sweet, purs plays
are so much llke breskfast cerenls—baby food. And the poor erlekoet rushes Trom
French bedatends to rag baliles, and seldom finds-aprthing between tabasco.and hominy.

I do not know how many of thée players in the “Dairy Farm™ cast are the usual
‘husbands and sisters of the author, but, as a role, the work Is well dove. Perey Plun-
kett iz n hinrd, stern, old squire, and, Iz melted very efeciually by the rag doll.

»Jean Clara Walters Is about the most capable woman In the easé, whlle Charles
Hallock, as the young man who ls tuorned out futo “the nlght.” ls a ra'ther mature look-
Ing person to be so rash and uopremeditoted. Grace Hﬂf\kins shured the night wit
blng, nud she was the quintesence of ‘'melodrama, with all nature eprefully steal
out, EKatharlne Carlisle was n very poor copy of Mrse. Maleprop, end Arthur Baunders
and J. H. Holllngshead were partners In erlme., They simply doted on the morigege.

Bertha 8t Clalr, whose complexlon as n nagro suffersd from the hot Afternoon and
ran rather recklessly down her meck, sang “Backward, Tom Backward, Oh, Time, in
Your Flight,” and mnade some Indies In the third row cry. Paul Tayler playeéd & bash-
ful lover very well, and a fatl young Indy named "Nelly Russell showed some talent. h

Miss: Eleanor Merron herself waus the star and permented the production, She is
not at nll a bad nctress, and 1 really think if ghée dropped wrlting sweet piire, chesss-
eream dromas, ond fe)t that the task of criticism might be left in the hands of those
pglsqnp hired for the job, that she might Qo something clever and mot entirely creams
cheesey.

As a plarwright ghe s not a shining light, for 1t is not the homely troth, Miss Mer.
ron, that makes & good plny, and whether you locate your hayseeds in Qld Hurley or
your rounders In the newest boheminn resort, a fig eare your auvdlence for the authen-
tlelty of the Innguage.

An for her chance as n eritle, her atyle is swest, but partial, and eptimistic In the
exiretor, 1 thlnk. on the whole, that of the three professions she dabbles o this week
the histrionic liplds most for Ler, JESSIE WOO0D,

{for what they are. Perhiaps he does. But a drama written to please the Huslieh mod:
peopled excluslively with Whitechapal cosiermongers wonlil searcely be looked upon as
an undiluted iotellectusl treat. A play—partieniarly a religious play—should have saing
elevated object 1n view. A mere photograph of Baxter street, with s decaying vegern-
ble barrels, Its fat, lumpy matrons, and its jargon-ialking men. might' be tolerared m
r vitascople, clnematographlc point of view. As the work of a gentleman wWho prpies
about the perseeution of hls race and gtands In a perpetoal pose, with n. weedth of enl-
eclum llzhts aronnd hisg tangled mane, 1t 18 somewhat ridiculoons nnd, ad the same time,
dispiriting. Nen-Jewlsh people may possibly regamd It ns 0 grimy expositlon of tedlons
mavagery. “The Zangwill play” might bave disarmed criticizm had 1t beem loteresting,
ot thriliing, or cynjcal, or viever.

1ts projeclors nre already advertlsing It as “‘muech diseussed.” The -tragedy of the
woman who wes murdered nnd eut up very recently Is glso “‘much discussed.” 8o lis
the Boer war. So wns the yacht race. *“Moch disctussod” means preclous Ilttle Irom
the kacecessiul dramatic’ stondpoint, p

“AMr, Peckeniff was o moral man,” sald Diekens. *'Perhups there never wad & mors
mornl man -than Mr, Pecksplff, espeélally in conversatlon and correspondence. It was
onve sald of him by n homely ndmirer that be bpd p Fortonatos’s purse of good sentl-
mente 1o bis inglde. Inh this particular he was lke the girl In the foalvy tule, except
that If they were not actnal diamands that fell from his 1ips they were fhe very brighs-
est paste, and shone prodiglously.” ¥es, Zangwill Is the D'ecken!l of i mt‘i\;nﬁ P
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